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Author's Notes: 


Feliz navidad! This was a last minute gift. | hope you like it 


All in all, Axl is very pleased with how the current situation turned out. 


"Don't you fucking think this changes anything, fucker," Hetfield growls against the skin of Axl's neck, his facial 
hair tickling him in the most pleasant way as his hands paw at Axl's body like he doesn't know what the fuck 
to do with it, if he wants to tear it to pieces or hold it tight. 


"Yeah, yeah," Axl says through a shiver, tugging at Hetfield's shirt to sneak a hand underneath to claw at solid 
muscle, nearly whining at the feeling of it under his hands "Less talking, more fucking" 


"I should kill you," Hetfield says, much too articulate for Axl's taste. He remedies that by trailing a hand down 
to the man's crotch and squeezing, relishing in the put upon growl that spills from his mouth, at the way he 


pants against Axl like some wild animal. 
"Later," he promises, honestly not caring. 


He's so turned on right now Hetfield could threaten to set him on fire so long as he doesn't stop rubbing 
himself up against him like he'll die if he doesn't have him close, nearly dwarfing him with his body. 


"You piece of shit," Helfield spits out, and Axl loves the fact that his voice is dripping with conviction even as 


he presses eagerly into Axl's hand, even as his arm wind around Axl's waist and pulls him even closer. 


"Sweet talk me, baby," Axl laughs, gasping when Hetfield bites down where his neck meets his shoulder. Oh, 
yeah, shutting Hetfield up with a kiss was a good idea, he thinks as a hand cups his ass possessively and 


squeezes, hard. 


He wasn't very certain about his decision at first, fearing he'd made the wrong call when Hetfield's next yelled 
insult got caught in the back of his throat and the man's body went stiff under Axl's hands, like the second 
before the volcano's eruption, when Axl clamped his mouth over those thin, tempting lips as a last resort to 


make him shut the fuck up already. 


He pulled away to look at Hetfield's slacked jawed face after a few seconds of non-action on the other's part, 
and up close the ridiculous mustache is not so ridiculous and mostly vaguely threatening, and waited. Hetfield 
huffed, growled an insult, dove back for another kiss, and here they are, fumbling with beltbuckles and buttons 
in a toilet stall at the studio, and the day couldn't have gone better. 


"You're an asshole," Hetfield says, just as Axl manages to slip a hand in his pants to wrap it around a straining 


hard on, setting a fast, furious pace. 

The tension's been escalating between them for weeks, and Axl is certain that the killer case of blue balls he 
has going on is reflected in Hetfield, in the way he bucks into Axl's touch like he's starved for it. Really, this 
had to happen eventually. It was this or a fist fight, and this is much more pleasurable. 


What Axl is, is a genius, but he feels pointing that out right now would be useless, so he settles for a gasping 
laugh. 


"You shouldn't insult someone's that's so close to your nuts, dude," he says, panting already and so, so close. 


A growl rumbles in Hetfield's chest just as lips wrap around Axl's earlobe, and he's in love with that fucking 


mustache, fucking loves it, no matter how ridiculous it looks. 


He bucks under Hetfield's hands and squeezes him a bit too tight, but the man moans like it's the best thing in 
the world and look at that? Seems like Axl's not the only one who gets off on a little pain 


Experimentally, Axl grazes the velvet skin of Hetfield's lenght with gentle nails, and Hetfield comes with a 


shudder that seems to last for hours. 
Axl might be a little bit in love with the whole package already. 


"Fucker," Hetfield pants against Axl's mouth once he's done shaking, but he drops to his knees, fingers digging 
like claws to Axl's hipbones. 


Best decision ever. 


